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of doubt, for he cannot place me, and is suspicious*
"Just got back ?" I ask him, smiling*
"Yes/* he replies*   "We got in yesterday/'
"From Alex, I suppose ?"
"Yes*   That's right/1' replies the dark man*
"And damned glad to be back*'*
"Found it pretty warm, didn't you ?" I suggest*
"Warm!"  they both say with deep feeling*
"Why, this place is a blooming ice-house to it*
Ain't it* Darkie ?" continues the fair man*
The smaller man agrees forcibly that it is, as
he politely pushes across my bottle of beer and glass
which have arrived* We all three lift our glasses
and I make suitable gestures of thanks*
The fair sailor, having decided to accept me,
tells of some of their experiences in Alexandria,
which mainly turn upon the price they had to pay
for the drink and food in the caf6s* From this we
drift into Service matters, until the time arrives
for me to offer beer* I do so, and it is politely
accepted*
By this time the hall has gradually filled up,
and several of my companions' pals appear on the
scene, to be greeted with expressive Service pet-
names* I am now pressed on all sides to drink
beer, but am able to refuse, as I point to a nearly
full glass* Into the throng which has gathered
about us the small dark girl pushes her way and